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<eBrave little Belgium has not agreed to let them
pass through without fighting. Everybody in
France is hopeful that the struggle, though hard,
will end in victory.
"Poland has been occupied by the Germans.
What will remain of my country when they have
finished with it? I have no news of my family."
So wrote Marie to the children, who were on
holiday in Brittany.
In Paris, Marie was extraordinarily alone. All
her fellow-workers had gone to the war except
one mechanic who had heart-disease and could
not join up. Marie was ill and weak. But it did
not enter her head to think of that or of the catas-
trophe that was happening to her work. She did
did not follow the crowd of women who were
offering to be nurses. As she had always done, she
thought quickly and fiercely: where was there a
gap to be filled with her work? The hospitals at
the front, the hospitals behind the lines, were
almost without X-ray appliances, were without
that almost new and magic device by which a
surgeon could see through men's flesh the shot or
splinter of shell sitting fixed in the depths of a
wound. X-rays had never been any business of
Marie's; she had only been interested in them and
had had a few lessons on them. That didn't
matter. She would, with all speed, create X-ray
stations. It took her only a few hours to make a
list of all the X-ray apparatus available in Paris
and get it distributed to the hospitals* Thea she